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that rushed all at once upon my eye. Image to your-
self, my dear Letty, a spacious garden, part laid out in
delightful walks, bounded with high hedges and trees,
and paved with gravel; part exhibiting a wonderful
assemblage of the most picturesque and striking objects,
pavilions, lodges, groves, grottoes, lawns, temples, and
cascades; porticoes, colonnades, and rotundas; adorned
with pillars, statues, and painting: the whole illum-
inated with an infinite number of lamps, disposed in
different figures of suns, stars, and constellations; the
place crowded with the gayest company, ranging
through those blissful shades, or supping in different
lodges on cold collations, enlivened with mirth, freedom,
and good-humour, and animated by an excellent band
of music. Among the vocal performers, I had the
happiness to hear the celebrated  Mrs. ------, whose
voice was so loud and so shrill that it made my head
ache through excess of pleasure.
In about half an hour after we arrived, we were
joined by my uncle, who did not seem to relish the
place. People of experience and infirmity, my dear
Letty, see with very different eyes from those that
such as you and I make use of. Our evening's enter-
tainment was interrupted by an unlucky accident. In
one of the remotest walks we were surprised with a
sudden shower, that set the whole company a-running,
and drove us in heaps, one upon another, into the
rotunda; where my uncle, finding himself wet, began
to be very peevish and urgent to be gone. My brother
went to look for a coach, and found it with much
difficulty; but as it could not hold us all, Mr. Barton
stayed behind. It was some time before the carriage
could bej>rought up to the gate, in the confusion, not-
withstanding the utmost endeavours of our new foot-
man, Humphry Clinker, who lost a scratch periwig,
and got a broken head in the scuffle. The moment